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	1. Thirty Days, Captain's Log

I swore that I wouldn't follow suit and do a coda to Thirty Days. Well I was wrong. PJ in NH 

Thirty Days--Captain's Log by PJ in NH 

Rated: R 

J, P/T 

Synopsis: The Captain's personal account of events following the episode Thirty Days. And answers the question of why Tom was treated so harshly. 

DISCLAIMER: Paramount owns Voyager and its characters. I've only borrowed the characters to satisfy my own creative urges. Archiving is okay, just e-mail me. Please keep disclaimer and my name attached. Captain's Log 

Today marks thirty days. For thirty days he's been in the brig. But he deserved it. Deserved it not for disobeying me or for disregarding the mighty Prime Directive. He deserved it for breaking my heart. For refusing to notice me, for not recognizing all of my attempts to get him to pay attention to me, for not touching me...for not loving me. 

I thought that I was making headway that day in my ready room. We both shared our love for the classics, for Jules Verne and the tales of the sea. It was something special to see those blue eyes dance with glee, and then cloud over when he spoke of dashed dreams--of his father. But he hadn't really noticed me. Hadn't even noticed when I 'accidently' had forgotten the time of our scheduled early morning tea and had greeted him at the door still clad in my nightgown. He had blushed so beautifully I wanted to touch his flushed cheeks, not only on his face but--well you get the picture. He retreated back to the corridor to wait for me to dress when all I wanted was for him to come in and undress me. So I settled for the talk and the tea. When I wished him bon voyage, he looked so pleased, so grateful, but he didn't express his gratitude the way that I had hoped. Instead, he probably rushed to *her* arms. 

You would think that he would be more appreciative when I saved her life from that alien leech. Yes, he did thank me in the staff meeting after he had so nobly and...yes...selfishly pled for the holographic Cardassian to perform the operation to save her life. It wasn't enough. I wanted more than a simple heart- felt thank you. I wanted him to physically thank me. To take me in his arms, and truly express his appreciation. But wishes aren't reality. Wishes and dreams don't always come true. 

So Tom Paris went on his little mission in the company of his first mate, Harry Kim; boatswain, Seven of Nine; and alien scientist Riga. Please, I prayed as I stared out of the viewport of my ready room, come back to me after your journey to the briny depths and thank me again, really thank me. How I longed to feel his touch. To feel his long elegant fingers upon my skin. It had been a long time. It had been over four years since I had been with Mark. I came close to having a relationship with Chakotay, but why settle for skim milk when might be able to have the cream? It was Tom I realized I wanted, my mentor's son. 

He did come back, and he was upset by what he had discovered, how the Moneans were destroying the ocean. He confronted Burkus until finally I had to tell B'Elanna to leave the room and lay down the law to my Chief Pilot. The anger I felt when he overstepped his bounds both annoyed me and delighted me. As much as I appreciated his passion for this problem, it angered me that he would forget his place, would speak up without my approval. I finally left him standing in the ready room staring out at the ocean below. Later I vowed I would speak with him, attempt to calm him before he regretted what he might say if confronted Burkus again. 

I met briefly with Chakotay and Tuvok to review the Delta Flyer's status. Exiting the meeting I asked the computer were I could find Lt. Paris. As I expected, he was in his quarters. What I didn't expect when I requested access into his cabin, was that I'd find him and B'Elanna quite literally--joined at the hip. Tom looked up from his position on top, but just before he would have noticed me the door slid silently shut, leaving me pale and shaky on the other side. A repetitive list of questions scrolled through my brain as I walked to my cabin. How dare he! Why would he settle for the Chief Engineer when he could have the Captain? Why can't he see that I want him. That I need him to hold me, to pleasure me, to love me? 

Three cups of coffee later, each laced with salty tears, Tuvok paged me to the bridge. Not long after, I found that the Delta Flyer had launched without permission. Tom and his infernal, irrepressible, irresistible passion had acted. If I couldn't help the Moneans and save their planet he had decided that he was going to. Damn him. Damn him for not listening to me. Damn him for disobeying protocol. Damn him for not adhering to the Prime Directive. But most of all--damn him for loving B'Elanna Torres. Damn him! 

The countdown commenced--nine, eight. Harry looked pale and ready to pass out. 

Five, four, three. I swallowed and prayed. He had deliberately ignored my hails. His fate was sealed. 

Two, one. I ordered Tuvok to fire the depth-charge. 

Tom and Riga, and the Delta Flyer survived. But now it was time for discipline. 

Tom stood at attention, straight and very tall, looking directly in front of him, over my head--just like his father had taught him. As I read off each charge he simply answered 'Yes, ma'am' but it was without the delightful charm that he had spoke those words in the past. When he asked to speak freely with me, my heart almost broke, looking up into those beautiful blue eyes and hearing his passionate words of explanation. Then I remembered that he had chosen B'Elanna Torres over me. Me, who had rescued him from prison, had restored his rank and had placed him on my senior staff. He chose that Maquis woman over me. With resolve I sentenced him to thirty days solitary confinement and stripped him of one of his pips reducing him to the rank of ensign. 

For thirty days, he languished in the brig. For thirty days I had but one thought. B'Elanna was a very lucky woman. 

The end. 

Email please to: kelhapam@worldpath.net 

Author's Note: While I personally don't believe that Janeway has any romantic love towards Tom Paris. I think it makes a unique scenario and explanation for Janeway's actions, compared to how other people's action on board of Voyager received no such punishment. 


	2. Counterpoint and Beyond

Title: Counterpoint and Beyond: Captain's Log Continues  
>Author: PJ in NH <br>Series: VOY  
>Codes: J, PT  
>Rating: R<br>Synopsis:   
>AU account of the Captain's personal log of events following <br>Counterpoint through Gravity explaining how desperately she  
>yearns to be in B'Elanna's place. (Wouldn't we all?)<br>Follows my story: Thirty Days--Captain's Log, which can be found  
>at: http:/unix.worldpath.net/~kelhapam/30days.htm.   
>Email: kelhapam@lr.net<br>Posting: OK to ASC, ASCEM, & BLTS. Please notify me if you  
>post anywhere else.<br>  
>Disclaimer: Paramount owns Voyager and its characters. I've<br>only borrowed the characters to satisfy my own creative  
>urges. Archiving is okay, just e-mail me. Please keep<br>disclaimer and my name attached.   
><br>Recognition of Appreciation: Many thanks to Patti Heyes, Jamelia,   
>Ann Harding, and Phyllis Sutherland for betaingproofing this  
>story for me.<br>  
>Counterpoint and Beyond: Captain's Log Continues<br>by PJ in NH   
>799  
><br>Captain's Personal Log  
><br>Even after Tom's incarceration in the brig for thirty days, I  
>still held out hope. Hope, that I could convince him that it was<br>me he wanted and not *her*. I tried by keeping them apart. I  
>began by placing them on different shifts, thus minimizing their<br>time together. Then I made sure that Tom would happen to run  
>into me--in the mess hall, the holodeck, or any number of other <br>places on the ship. It was easy for me, as the captain, to  
>arrange these chance meetings, but alas it accomplished nothing. <br>I had it on good authority that they were still seeing each  
>other; in fact it was rumored that he seldom slept in his own<br>quarters, at least not alone.   
><br>When Kashyk started making inspections of my ship, I tried to  
>convince myself that my yearning for Tom Paris was a waste of<br>time. I told myself that if he didn't want me and I should just  
>simply take advantage of the opportunity that Kashyk offered. <br>Kashyk was after all, even for an alien, a handsome man, and he  
>seemed to share my love for music. So I tried to become<br>interested in him, tried to convince myself that it was him that  
>I wanted and not Tom Paris. What a fool I was! He could never be<br>Tom Paris. Never. I've been spoiled. It is either Tom or  
>nothing. I would settle for nothing less--a captain shouldn't<br>have to.  
><br>Selfishly, I continued keeping Tom and B'Elanna on separate  
>shifts. When Chakotay asked me for the reasons behind my<br>request, I said just two words: "Captain's prerogative." Being a  
>good first officer, he didn't question me any further. He just<br>nodded and resumed his work.   
><br>It was about then that I noticed, though I can't for the life of  
>me figure out why I hadn't noticed it before, that Tom had<br>stopped saying 'Yes, ma'am' to me. It was as if he had decided  
>that to say those words bespoke of a closeness that he no longer<br>felt towards me. From the expressions on the faces of the bridge  
>crew, Tuvok included, I could tell that they had noticed this<br>change as well.   
><br>Fine. If Tom wanted to play these games, then so could I.   
><br>Unexpectedly before I could act, there was an incident with the   
>Doctor which had to be taken care of. Many months ago, at Paris'<br>urging, the EMH had to decide between two crewmembers--one to  
>die, the other to live. He chose Harry Kim, while Ensign Jetal<br>died from her injuries. It was a situation that almost destroyed  
>him before I ordered that his memory of that incident be erased<br>from his files.  
><br>I was on my way to the holodeck to sit with the ship's troubled  
>doctor, when I happened to catch Tom and B'Elanna exiting one of<br>the turbolifts. Their clothes were in disarray and their hair  
>was ruffled--not their usual tidy appearance. Seeing me, they<br>both came to a halt. I questioned their actions, telling them  
>that kind of activity would not be tolerated on my ship. I<br>informed B'Elanna that if it were to happen again, she *and* Tom,  
>would be occupying cells in the brig--separate cells. They<br>acknowledged their wrongdoing and looked duly chastened.   
>B'Elanna headed to her cabin, and Tom to the bridge. I couldn't<br>really blame them for their actions, or should I say *her*?   
>Being trapped in a turbolift with Tom had been a dream that had<br>been visiting me in my sleep for months...no, make that years,  
>ever since I met him in New Zealand. How could I blame B'Elanna<br>or any other female, and to be honest even some males on the  
>ship, for wanting what I had wanted for such a long time?<br>  
>Soon after, I sat with the EMH on the holodeck while he tried to<br>resolve what had happened to him. Reading a book of poetry, and  
>trying to avoid all the pieces of poetry that reminded my of my<br>blue-eyed god, my emotions started to seep through my Starfleet-  
>trained exterior. To feel his arms around me was my desire,<br>never to feel them would be a terrible waste. To feel his lips  
>pressed against my own was my paradise; never to experience that<br>intimacy my hell. I was just on the verge of losing my composure  
>when the good Doctor noticed my discomfort. He felt my forehead<br>and deemed that I felt warm--he deduced that I was ill--he was  
>right. I was love sick. The Doctor demanded that I go to<br>Sickbay and that Mr. Paris treat me. The very thought made me  
>flush with excitement. I resisted a bit for show, and the Doctor<br>pleaded. So I left, and for a change, followed the good EMH's  
>instructions to the letter.<br>  
>Tom was a bit surprised to find I was his patient that evening. <br>I'm sure that he expected to find someone else, anyone but his  
>Captain waiting for him. It was only due to willpower and an<br>ounce of self-respect that I hadn't already removed my uniform.   
>That I wasn't perched on the biobed, with just an examination<br>sheet wrapped around me. It was as if he could almost read my  
>mind and knew of my intentions. He acted very professionally --<br>too professionally. The only time that my flesh met his was when  
>I shifted deliberately on the bed, forcing him to brush up<br>against me. One time I struck the bulls-eye, when I moved to the  
>left and he to the right, his elbow made contact with my right<br>breast. For a moment, I was in heaven--one of my goals had been  
>achieved; though only a minor one, but one had to accept these<br>little moments when they happened. My little moment didn't last  
>long though; from the look on my helmsman's face I could tell<br>that he hadn't even noticed. He hadn't even detected my  
>increased heart rate--some nurse he was. Promptly prescribing an<br>analgesic and bed rest he said I could leave. Bed rest? I don't  
>need best rest, I wanted to shout. I need you resting in *my*<br>bed!  
><br>With his dismissal, I left feeling every bit like an ensign. I  
>had too much pride to stay. So taking the analgesic hypospray<br>that he gave me, I went to my cabin, and took something that  
>would be even more helpful--a cold shower, but it did no good. <br>My night was filled with another restless sleep and visions of  
>Tom Paris stretched out on my briefing room table, clad in<br>nothing--not even his briefs. But every time he reached for me  
>to touch me and bring me pleasure, I would awaken.<br>  
>Then we encountered photonic beings who thought we were not real,<br>which in turn trapped Voyager in their segment of space like a  
>insect on flypaper. Again we found that nothing is ever dull in<br>the Delta Quadrant. I was to find out first hand how unusual  
>things could get. We met in the ready room to discuss the<br>situation. While Tom was trying to explain the inside and out of  
>his holographic character Dr. Chaotica and the world of Captain<br>Proton, there was more communication between us than there had  
>been in a long time. When he suggested that I play the part of<br>Queen Arachnia I pretended to resist looking over my shoulder at  
>Seven, but I already knew that I would say yes. In my heart, I<br>knew that I would have done anything he asked of me. Tom was  
>back, and smiling at me. How could I have refused him anything<br>at that moment?  
><br>It was a role of a lifetime, Tom said. Me, Queen of the Spider  
>People...well you take what you are offered, and I played it for<br>all I was worth. Not only for the good of the ship, but for Tom  
>Paris as well. I almost cried when Chaotica *died*. I didn't<br>want this holoprogram to end. The question mark on Dr.  
>Chaotica's imagizer gave me hope that Dr. Chaotica would live<br>again, and hope that Mr. Paris would include me in some future  
>adventures. A sequel of say: "Queen Arachnia and the Capture of<br>Captain Proton" would be certain help to display my theatrical  
>talents. Well, I can hope. <br>  
>I can also dream. For the next several nights, my dreams were<br>permeated with visions of Captain Proton stretched out on my  
>torture table while I seduced him with my pheromones and my<br>charms. In my dreams, he succumbed to my ministrations and  
>pleasured me beyond belief. <br>  
>Another particularly vivid dream woke me much too early one<br>morning. It felt so real that I couldn't go back to sleep, so I  
>opted for a cold shower instead--an all too frequent occurrence<br>of late. If it kept up, I'd be an icicle. As it was, it was the  
>only way I could function in the morning without actually jumping<br>my hunk-of-the-helm. What's gotten into me? Normally I wouldn't  
>express myself in such a fashion, but I haven't been myself<br>lately. I've been...obsessed.  
><br>After toweling off, I donned my uniform and headed to the mess  
>hall for an early breakfast. What I didn't expect to see was my<br>Chief Pilot and the Chief of Engineering necking in a dark  
>corner. As it was only 4:15, they had the place to themselves<br>and didn't notice when I entered. I waited by the door, but they  
>were too involved in each other to see me or hear me. But I<br>heard them. She spoke to him of her hopes, her dreams, and how  
>he had been the one to make her spirits soar to unbelievable<br>heights. Then Tom told her how her love for him had made him  
>believe in himself again, made him have hope for the future. <br>Then he told her that he loved her. Damn him. It was to *me*  
>that he was supposed to say those words. It was *me* that gave<br>him the opportunity to pilot a starship again. Not her! That's  
>it!, I tried to convince myself. Who needed him anyway? But I<br>already knew the answer--*I* needed him. With hopes of a cup of  
>coffee forgotten and being too outraged to maintain my dignity, I<br>left them there.   
><br>I devised more ways to keep the pair apart. I scheduled one for  
>a double shift, while the other worked the remaining shift. Thus<br>the only time they might actually meet would have been during a  
>dinner break. I wasn't stupid though, I made sure that if Paris<br>was on the bridge, that he couldn't get away at the same time  
>B'Elanna could to have a meal together. <br>  
>Then I sent him on an away mission with Tuvok, when normally I<br>would have included an engineer. What use did it serve having a  
>security officer on the mission, even if he was the Chief<br>Tactical Officer and a Vulcan? It served me by keeping Tom apart  
>from B'Elanna. Little did I know at the time, how long that time<br>apart would be.  
><br>The unthinkable happened, Tom and Tuvok disappeared down a  
>gravity well. I instantly regretted my selfishness. If B'Elanna<br>had been on the mission, perhaps she could have worked one of her  
>miracles and saved them...saved *him*. Then when Chakotay came<br>to me to tell me that not only had they been sucked down that  
>one-way funnel, but there was also a time differential involved,<br>I felt not only dismay but a strange sense of hope. Dismay  
>because I didn't want to lose the blue-eyed pilot of my heart;<br>and hope because if we could rescue them, then he would have had,  
>by our calculations, approximately two months to get over his<br>infatuation with that half-Klingon.   
><br>Literally under the gun we rescued them, and to my dismay  
>immediately after leaving the transporter platform, Tom headed<br>off to find her. He bypassed me and took the first turbolift to  
>find B'Elanna. I followed to remind him that he had to go to<br>sickbay and be examined. Granted I could have contacted him by  
>his commbadge, but I felt this warranted the personal touch, and<br>besides I wanted to tell him how much he was missed, if even for  
>a couple of days by Voyager's time. <br>  
>Arriving in Engineering just after he did, I saw him greet<br>B'Elanna. He was obviously overjoyed and rushed up to her and  
>swept her into his arms. She though, to my relief, didn't show<br>the same exuberance. Yes, she hugged him but not with the same  
>passion he displayed. Upon releasing her I could see that he was<br>disturbed by her lack of emotion, just before he erected the  
>famous impregnable Paris walls. Now was my chance. Maybe now,<br>he would notice. Maybe now, he would forget her and come to me.   
><br>He almost didn't see me standing there when he walked out of  
>Engineering. Instructing him to go to sickbay, he turned and<br>acknowledged me, albeit absently. Perhaps it was too soon to  
>approach him, I determined, and resolved to wait until that<br>evening to express my relief at his return to the ship.   
><br>So evening came, and I changed out of my uniform and into a  
>special lounging outfit that I replicated especially for the<br>occasion. It was made of a soft mint green fabric that clung to  
>my curves. The dress portion of the outfit fell to just past my<br>knees over a pair of matching slacks. It looked good on me and I  
>knew it. Adding a spray of perfume and clipping my hair back<br>over my left ear with a sparkling barrette, I left to go to Tom's  
>cabin. <br>  
>Afterwards, I sat in my cabin having drunk my fourth shot of<br>bourbon, skipping the ice, reflecting on what had happened. I  
>hadn't needed to enter the cabin, even from the corridor I could<br>hear the sexual union that was going on inside. The walls  
>vibrated with the ardor of their copulation. Hearing the sound<br>of something heavy impact with the door followed by B'Elanna  
>throaty demand of: "Take me now!" I left. <br>  
>Now sitting here recalling what I had heard, I regret not heeding<br>an old saying. "Absence makes the heart grow fonder."   
><br>  
>The End.<br>  
>Email is most welcomed, in fact it is craved. Please send any<br>comments to: kelhapam@worldpath.net 


	3. Engineer's Log

Title: Engineer's Log - Intimate Relations Author: PJ in NH Series: VOY Codes: AU T, J, P/T Rating: R Disclaimer: Voyager owns all the characters, etc., I'm just using the characters for a little fun and relaxation. Email: kelhapam@worldpath.net Posting: OK to ASC, ASCEM, BLTS, & PT Fever. Please notify me if you post anywhere else. 

Note of Appreciation: Special thanks to Patti Heyes, Phyllis Sutherland, and Laura Hale for betaing/proofing this story for me. 

Synopsis: B'Elanna's expresses her point of view in her personal log regarding the Captain's feelings for Tom Paris, and her feelings for the blue-eyed pilot as well. (This is an addition to my "Captain's Logs", part of my "Logs of Passion" series.) 

Engineer's Log Intimate Relations by PJ in NH July 1999 

B'Elanna Torres' Personal Log 

Almost as soon as the Maquis stepped foot on Voyager, I knew that our captain had a special place in her heart for the "Observer" and soon-to-be Chief Pilot. At first, I thought it was a feeling born out of simple compassion, but I soon learned just how special she felt Tom Paris was. She loved him--no, it was more like she craved him. It was there in the soft looks she gave to him and him alone. In the way she would place her hand on his shoulder when he piloted Voyager, and especially in the way she would wet her lips in his presence when she thought no one was looking. 

I believe that I was the first one on the ship who was aware of her feelings. Probably even before she had admitted them to herself. Perhaps it is because I'm a woman too, or more than likely, it's that I've loved him for almost as long. 

Klingons and love--if the captain only knew how keen our senses are when we have found our soul mate. We can sense a potential rival even before they realize that they are attracted to our mate themselves. And I did sense *her*. I could see her grey eyes dilate when she was near him. I could smell her perfume, Midnight Surrender, and the nervous perspiration when she would approach him. I could hear her slight intake in breath when Tom spoke to her. Tom Paris though, even with his reputation of being a womanizer, was still but a man, and didn't seem to notice any of these tell-tale signs. He treated her like the captain she was, but with a bit more flippancy and humor than a lieutenant would show to most captains. 

Perhaps it was this bit of irreverence and levity than led Kathryn Janeway to believe that he might be open to a possible relationship, but I knew better. I had seen him interact with Chakotay on the Liberty in much the same fashion. 

At that time, I had even commented on his actions to one of the Maquis engineers, Timothy, an older man who had once served in Starfleet like Chakotay. Timothy had laughed when I suggested that our new pilot should be reprimanded for lack of respect. I questioned his reaction to my concern. He explained that he had served on the U.S.S. Exeter at the same time as Tom and that the pilot's demeanor was nothing new. Paris had this same casual rapport with the captain of that vessel. Timothy speculated that it had something to do with Tom's father being an admiral and growing up in a "Starfleet family" from birth--a family chock full of commanders and admirals. Mere lieutenant commanders and captains did not intimidate Tom Paris like they did the other young ensigns. To him, they were like anyone else, so he didn't temper his tongue. He said what he felt within reason. And if what he said helped to lighten the mood on the bridge and endear people to him---male or female, captain or crewmember--so much the better. I doubted Timothy's evaluation at the time, but have learned from experience that he spoke the truth. 

For the first couple of years in the Delta Quadrant, Kathryn Janeway had kept her emotions fairly under control and to herself. During Tom's metamorphosis after achieving warp ten, I think that Janeway almost told Tom of her feelings for him. If she had been alone with him in sickbay and if Tom hadn't been so antagonistic at the time due to his changing body chemistry, perhaps she would have. Tom told me, after we had committed to our relationship, that he had apologized for coupling with her during their the visit to that alien planet, even though neither one could remember the deed. She had replied that maybe it might not have been his idea, she might have initiated the copulation. Of that I have no doubt. That's funny! Thinking back, I bet she's pissed that she can't recall having sex with Tommy Lizard and having those little lizard-ettes! 

I do have to give the Captain credit, after that she tried very hard not to let her attraction for him surface. But when Tom and I returned from that galacite mining expedition, the one where I experienced Blood Fever, things changed. Janeway was there when we beamed up from the planet, ready to beam down herself at Chakotay's request. She looked first at Tom, taking careful notice of the crescent-shaped bite mark I had given him, and then at me. Her eyes hardened upon seeing me and her face paled. Abruptly ordering us to turn in reports to her by the next day, she pivoted on her heel and left. Tuvok looked at me and raised one eyebrow, as if to say "what was that about?" I simply shrugged my shoulders. It would serve no purpose to explain to the Vulcan that I suspected the captain had been experiencing her own blood fever for the Voyager's chief pilot. That was something that he'd have to find out on his own. 

Not long after that, I thought she might have had an opportunity to act upon her emotions during our experience with the Nyrians. Tom and I hadn't been getting along at the time--as with all relationships we had our ups and downs. We are both very stubborn individuals, and this time was no exception. Tom had found a fulfilling physical release by using the bat'leths on the holodeck, and I, at the time, wanted nothing to do with my Klingon heritage. Our argument had started based on that and accelerated after we had been transported to the Nyrian ship. I snapped and he snarled, and Janeway, when she wasn't trying to get us out of there, relished every moment. She even tried to intensify our tension by sending Tom to check up on me while I was working with the Doctor. It worked, my Klingon temper got the best of me, and I let Tom have it and he stormed away. Later, trapped in the ice cave of the Argalla habitat he saved me from freezing to death, using my own Klingon rage to my benefit. Thankfully, we found that despite our anger there was still a lot of love. The smile he gave me in the holodeck after we returned did more to warm me than all he did for me in the ice caves. That one smile, the glint of delight from his blue eyes, made my heart burst with joy. We were back and better than before. That one grin spoke of promise for our future. 

Afterwards, Janeway found other things to occupy her mind. Namely, Kes leaving and Seven of Nine coming on board. The captain had taken it upon herself to help that Borg bimbo adapt to becoming human again...though I think the effort will ultimately prove to be *futile*. Seven will always possess enough Borg traits to make me wary. But thankfully it was enough of a distraction for Janeway to put aside her feelings for her Chief Pilot for a while. 

Despite her preoccupation with Seven, I could tell that Janeway still hadn't put aside her passion for our pilot when Tom and I had to go and retrieve the ejected warp core. She knew that we would have the best chance of retrieving that vital component to the ship in one piece, and had been forced to let us go. During our sojourn in space when we had to don environmental suits and abandon the shuttle, Tom and I almost died. Drifting in the vacuum of space, I professed my love for him and, while he didn't repeat those words back to me, I knew he felt the same. The last traces of precious oxygen had all been but used up when the captain contacted Tom and they beamed us aboard Voyager. 

During the time in recovery, Janeway came down to check on us. Lying there in better condition that Tom was in, but still groggy, I watched her speak with the Doctor through my barely opened eyelids. When she was through with the EMH, she came over to our biobeds. She paused briefly beside my bed and patted me on the shoulder...probably for show as the Doctor was still in the room. Then, she turned her attention to Tom. She placed her hand on his cheek and then his forehead, brushing back his unruly hair from his face. It must have roused him a bit. For although he was not yet fully awake, he began to mumble and finally speak in a barely audible voice. Yet loud enough that I could understand him and I knew the captain could also. My heart almost burst with joy upon hearing those words he uttered: "B'Elanna, I...love...you.... too." Kathryn Janeway, I was aware, had obviously heard him since she was closer to him than I was. I could also hear her breath catch in her throat, and through slitted eyelids I saw her complexion blanch. As she started to turn her head toward me, it was at that moment I decided to open my eyes. I wanted her to know that I had heard what Tom had said as well, and I met her gaze directly with a smile on my face. I wanted to yell: "He's mine, you can't have him!" but I chose to remain silent knowing that my smile alone spoke volumes. Victory was mine. He was my man, the half to my whole, and I would fight a fleet of Borg cubes, or my captain, to save him if need be. 

Following Tom's declaration of love, Kathryn Janeway stewed in her emotions for a while and became colder, but she hid it very well...most of the time. During the time when those out-of-phase aliens infiltrated the ship and performed medical experiments on us, her jealous anger seeped through. The dopamine that those alien scientists injected her with, and her constant headaches, weakened her resolve. Having heard that we had been displaying our affection a little too *publicly* she snapped. While she didn't tell us not to have a relationship -- even her authority didn't extend that far--she tried her best to discourage it. She adamantly warned us against public displays of affection and called our behavior *adolescent*, but her words didn't quench our passion. In fact, it may have helped to fuel our fire. 

After those aliens left the ship, Tom invited me to his cabin for dinner. It was lovely, I felt like a queen. After we ate... we....um....satisfied other cravings.... We had come close before to expressing our feelings to the fullest extent, but that night we didn't hold back. It was a turning point in our relationship, a night I would never forget. It was better than I could have possibly imagined. What I experienced was pure bliss and fire at the same moment--contentment and intensity simultaneously. I would never question the existence of heaven or Sto-Vo-Kor again. I knew it dwelled in our hearts...Tom's and mine--and they beat as one. 

The next morning Tom held me close, his chest pressed up against my back. We talked before we found a little piece of paradise again. We decided then and there that we would commit ourselves to each other. For now it would be more than an engagement, but less than a marriage. The marriage would come in due time, with that we were content. We also agreed to be a bit more discreet with our new relationship. Liaisons on engineering consoles would take place on the holodeck only. Thank Kahless that Tom was such a creative holoprogrammer! 

That reminds me, I must have Vorik install an extra vent or two on the holodecks to assist with heat dissipation and also have him increase the thickness of the soundproofing material! 

End Log. 

Email is most welcome, in fact it is craved. Please send any comments to the author at NH at kelhapam@worldpath.net. If you would like to read any more stories by me please check out: http://unix.worldpath.net/~kelhapam 
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Doesn't she notice? Doesn't she care? Can't she see that I love her? That I need her? 

I sit beside her on the bridge, almost her equal, scant centimeters separate us. I'm one step below, only one step, but it seems insurmountable. She should trust me, I believe, and turn to me before anyone else on the ship. I'm her First Officer, but she prefers him--her Chief Pilot. Can't she see how I feel, how I yearn to be part of her life, both on and off the bridge? 

I should have realized that she had feelings for him when she promoted him from a mere observer to a lieutenant after we were trapped in the Delta Quadrant. She struck quick. Who was to question her decision 70,000 light years from home? No one but the crew; and the crew remained silent, at least to her face. 

If you listened carefully though you heard them. Heard them in the lowered voices in the corners of the mess hall, in the far recesses of Voyager's corridors, among small work details in the bowels of the ship. I listened and I heard them--both Maquis and Starfleet alike. They questioned Janeway's decision. Why did she promote him, make him, the "observer," one of the crew? Because he deserved it? Maybe. Because he was the son of her mentor? Possibly. Because she cared about him, had a soft place in her heart for Tom Paris--mercenary, traitor, and murderer? Yes, as far as I was concerned. I knew that he was the best pilot I had ever seen, but to me he still had to earn that rank, that privilege she afforded him. 

I didn't believe it at first, didn't want to believe it; but as time went on, I too came to the same conclusion that she felt something more than friendship for Tom Paris. Reality kicked me in the gut when she confided in him behind my back. When Paris assumed the role of a discontent and fought with me, I believed him. Leaving the ship to pilot a Talaxian vessel, I silently wished him good riddance. Then Paris returned, and I found out about his collusion with the Captain and Tuvok. I had been purposefully left out of the plan. She said it was because she needed a good performance from me. In reality, I knew she felt she couldn't trust her First Officer. 

Then I had an opportunity. Kathryn and I were left on a planet because we were ill. I took it slowly as those days passed, until finally I thought I was making progress. First I wooed her and made her the bathtub she wanted. I fetched and carried, but never pushed her; after all I had all the time in the world and it was just the two of us. Her 'Eve' to my 'Adam.' A chance of a lifetime, and we'd have a lifetime to know either other--know each other intimately I hoped. Then one evening she complained that her muscles were sore, the next thing I knew, I was touching her. I was massaging her tense, tired shoulders. I could feel the knots in her muscles beneath her soft skin. The smell of her freshly washed hair engulfed me and I savored her scent. Then....just when I thought I might be able to make my move, she denied me. Threw the proverbial cold water on my soul. I hurt, but stoically I did not let it show. She retreated back to her bed and to her dreams of her blue-eyed god; and I finally retired to a fitful sleep of dreams of Kathryn and Tom Paris nakedly entwined, while I stood back forced to watch. 

After, we were brought back to the ship I tried to come to terms with her rejection. I mediated and consulted my spirit guide, but I could achieve no comfort. Then the unexpected happened, Tom and B'Elanna started seeing each other. I was conflicted. I reveled in the fact that Tom had spurned any advances Kathryn had made towards him, but something inside me grated at the fact that his love interest was my friend and former Maquis engineer, B'Elanna Torres. 

Then whether out of pity for her treatment of me on that planet, despair over Tom's affair with B'Elanna, or hopefully out of friendship, Kathryn began to confide in me. So again foolishly, I hoped for her to turn to me, but she had erected a force field around her. If I got too close, it prevented me from getting any nearer. So bravely, on the outside, so close and yet so far away, I pretended to be just a friend....on the inside I still yearned for her touch. 

I thought I was getting a handle on this thrust and parry routine we had developed. Thrust? What a laugh! Kathryn Janeway probably hasn't had anyone...become intimate with her since Mark; not that she hasn't had the opportunity. Not that I didn't want to be the one to provide her with the experience. But then suddenly, B'Elanna needed my help. We found that she had been running holoprograms without the safeties on, intentionally placing herself in dangerous situations. She pushed herself to the limit and beyond, often at bodily injury and risk of death. Upon the Captain's orders, I was allowed to investigate the particular programs that B'Elanna had been running in order that I might be able to help her overcome this need to endanger herself. I found many programs that shocked me. Orbital skydiving, bullfighting in Madrid, and of course program Torres 2-1-6 where she took on Cardassian warriors in hand to hand combat; but nothing could have prepared me for one particular program that I uncovered called simply: Fantasy. 

~~~ 

Like I had the other programs I had entered in search of B'Elanna's demons, I adjusted the program to view me as a nondescript stranger. I didn't want any particular holocharacters that B'Elanna had created, like any Maquis, to recognize me. 

Compared to the other holoprograms of B'Elanna I had entered, I was amazed at the serenity that greeted me. Standing on a well-worn path, tall green-leaved trees towered above me. Birds sang from the branches and the sound of a stream somewhere in the distance gurgled. Because of the horrors and dangers I had uncovered in the other programs I was prepared for creatures to descend upon me as I traversed my way through the forest, but none did. Finally, the forest thinned and I found myself entering a clearing. In the middle of the clearing I saw opulent gardens surrounding a large white marbled building. Its stately columns and arches reminded me of depictions of ancient Roman life. Perhaps B'Elanna had designed a gladiator program, I wondered and steeled myself in case of attack. Nearing the building, I could hear sounds of water splashing from a fountain and the muffled sounds of feet from within. Skirting around the building I found a portico and decided that I would rest myself on one of the carved wooden benches that had been placed there. 

"Are you waiting for the master?" 

I looked up upon hearing the familiar voice, but I wasn't prepared for the sight that greeted me. A toga-clad Tom Paris, wearing leather sandals approached me. The garment hung off one shoulder affording an almost unobstructed view of his chest. The skirt of the outfit was almost indecent providing barely any coverage of his groin, a slight breeze, I determined, would be all it would take for him to display his family jewels. As he walked I saw that he didn't even need a slight breeze. If B'Elanna had created this Tom Paris from exact medical records, our Chief Pilot had more to brag about than his piloting skills. 

"Perhaps you didn't understand me?" he asked again. "My Latin is still rusty, are you waiting for the master of this house?" 

I looked up into his earnest face, startled to see the fine line of a scar running from his left ear halfway to his mouth. "No, I'm but a traveler and..." I improvised. "...the good lady of this house has permitted me to rest a while before I continued my journey." 

"I can fetch you something to drink...some wine, perhaps? We have the finest vineyards in all of Pompeii." 

"They do indeed look grand, but thank you, but I'm fine. In a few moments, I'll be on my way. Maybe if you could sit, we could talk instead?" Perhaps this Tom Paris could give me information on this program, I figured. 

He nodded and joined me, taking a seat not on one of the other benches but on the terra cotta floor, carefully positioning himself so he remained covered. 

"You said that your Latin is rusty. You aren't from around here?" I asked to break the ice. 

He laughed lightly and ran his fingers through his hair. Hair that was about three to four centimeters longer than Starfleet would allow. "No, I'm far from home. I was taken from my country, my Britannia, over a year ago and sold into slavery. This is my third master since then. They say that I'm untrainable." He smirked, proud of his distinction. 

"What service do you perform here?" I asked anxious to see how B'Elanna fit into this scenario. 

Apparently this amused him for he laughed all the louder and I could smell wine on his breath. "What service? You did say you were leaving didn't you?" 

I nodded and smiled to encourage him to speak. 

He stopped his laughing but still smiled broadly. "Well according to the master, I serve to plow the soil...in reality I plow his wife." 

"Your mistress?" 

"Not a bad job if you can get it, and can stay out of the master's way," he confided in me. "Of course the job does have its downside." He turned his upper body away from me and pulled down the top part of his tunic from over his shoulder. Vivid red marks marred the skin upon his back. "She's a vixen," this Tom Paris explained. "Last night she was especially 'enthusiastic.' 

That sounded like B'Elanna Torres, I thought. Any man to take her to bed would have to be prepared for a vigorous experience. 

"She fights you know, like most women do. She swears she doesn't want it, but at the same time begs for it. She's such a tease. During the day, she brushes up against me--fondles me when no one is looking, and sometimes she's blatant enough to do it when they are. She'll wrap her toga around her body loosely so the slightest tug or bend of her body will expose her breasts. If I try and touch her during the daylight she laughs at me and scolds, or worse. See this?" Tom Paris pointed at the scar and grinned. "She hit me with a rod one day after I first arrived for daring to kiss her on the stairs when we were alone at noonday. That same evening she took me to her bed." 

"You are playing a dangerous game," I reminded him. This did indeed sound thrilling, something to challenge B'Elanna, but not like the other programs I had uncovered in my quest. 

Tom nodded. "Life is short for a slave. Your masters hold your fate in their hands. Any moment, your time on this earth can be over and I know it, so I enjoy what time I have left. Her husband doesn't please her, doesn't fight enough to excite her passions and I do. It's what keeps me alive." His eyes sparkled and his lips curled. "After the master has drunk himself to oblivion and taken one of the young slave girls to his room, she waits for me and I don't disappoint. It's a game we play, she demands and I deny. She curses me and I revel in her anger daring her to follow through with her threats. She's tells me at night, after her lust is satisfied, when her long golden red hair is the only thing that covers my body that I am the only one that brings her to such peaks of passion. She's a fiery woman, my mistress--fiery and dangerous. It's quite an exciting combination. Wouldn't you agree?" My mouth dried, my heart stopped beating...long golden red hair? That didn't sound like Voyager's Chief Engineer, it sounded like... her captain! "Ye-es," I stammered. My mind unwillingly imagined Kathryn Janeway taking this holocharacter of Tom Paris to her bed. Opening her hands and legs to let him in, and he willingly obliging. Allowing herself to indulge in the fantasy she contemplates as she sits on the bridge and stares at her pilot. 

"Thomas!" echoes in the distance, followed by the sound of footsteps. 

The young man seated before me looks up. "The master's calling, I have to go. Good speed on your journey." 

I nodded too numb to speak. Having just listened to his holocharacter relate Kathryn's actions to me it was all I could do to stand. I was about to call for the program to terminate when a man, presumably Thomas' master, the one that can't satisfy Kathryn's desires, turned towards us. I all but fall over in shock. The face on the man was my own, including the tattoo. Abruptly, I ended the program and sunk to my knees in despair, choosing to stay in the now empty holodeck until I could regain my composure. 

"Computer, state creator of the holoprogram "Fantasy." 

::::The creator is Captain Kathryn Janeway.:::: 

It confirmed what I had suspected. How had this happened? How had I stumbled upon this program, this "Fantasy," when I had been given rights to B'Elanna's holoprograms? And then the answer hit me. It had been planned. Oh, not what B'Elanna had been doing to herself. No, that was still a problem that had to be resolved. What had been planned was that I would find this. The Captain had intended during my search that I would discover her program. It was her way of telling me that we could never be. 

I don't know how long I sat there alone in the middle of the holodeck, the past experience playing over again in my mind on an endless loop. Finally when I regained my composure, I stood and moved toward the exit when I thought of something. A smile tugged at my lips. Using some old Maquis tricks almost long since forgotten, I accessed the protocols to the program. Kathryn was going to be in for a surprise the next time she tried to fulfill this fantasy. 

The End 
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